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Sonnet  1 

At  break  of  day  the  black  of  night  retreats 

And  grey  prevails,  a  hint  of  light  appears 

A  break  is  seen  where  sky  and  land  did  meet 

At  last  an  end  to  endless  night  is  near, 

Like  as  the  night  our  grief  will  always  fade 

With  each  new  dawn  the  hope  of  ages  rise 

The  load  of  thoughts  once  heavy,  light  is  made 

The  siege  is  done  with  peace  the  priceless  prize. 

At  break  of  day  the  rosy  sky  is  light 

The  larks  rejoice  the  end  of  night  at  last 

New  hope  prevails  and  brings  us  to  new  height 

Solutions  soon  revealed,  despair  is  past. 

As  dawn  brings  light  to  night  full  of  black  strife 
New  hope  so  precious  brings  a  love  of  lite. 

Sarah  Cornett 


I  gaze  into  the  looking  glass  and  know, 

That  I  will  ne'er  possess  her  perfect  grace. 

I  am  without  her  charm  and  sparkling  glow, 

I  shan't  obtain  her  finery  and  lace. 

I  know  not  how  to  sing  a  sad,  sweet  song 

T  cannot  dance  as  shadows  in  the  night. 

I  dream  that  to  her  grandeur  I  belong 

But  still  I  must  endure  my  pauper's  plight 

And  yet  when  I  look  deep  into  your  eyes 

You  stir  in  me  a  love  that's  pure  and  proud 

And  lift  me  like  a  songbird  to  the  skies 

Beyond  all  envy,  care  and  threat' ning  cloud. 

Let  others  have  the  gold  and  finery   ' 

For  your  sweet  love  brings  greater  wealth  to 

Pam  Knight 


Rainy  Day  People 

Every  day  that  it  rains  I  want 
to  write  the  same  theme.   I  want  to 
write  about  the  smug  people  who  drive 
by  in  plush  cars  with  their  windows 
all  rolled  up  and  with  beatific  smiles 
lighting  up  their  faces  when  they  see 
me  standing  at  a  bus  stop  like  a 
drowned  rat  under  a  dripping 
umbrella.   They  seem  to  convey  the 
impression  that  it's  my  fault  that 
I'm  standing  there  and  that  if  I 
were  as  good  as  they  are,  I'd  own 
a  car,  too,  and  be  nice  and  dry.   Or 
perhaps  they  congratulate  themselves 
upon  the  fact  that  they,  themselves, 
do  not  have  to  take  the  bus . 

Irene  Ott. 


THE  EMERGENCY  RIDE 


I  was  driving  along  Sherbourne  Street ,  thinking  about  the 
boredom  of  my  job,  when  a  rotund,  balding  man  flagged  down  my 
cab.   With  him  was  an  equally  rotund  woman,  whose  face  was  etched 
in  pain.   They  stumbled  into  my  cab  and  demanded  that  I  rush  them 
to  Mercy  Hospital. 

"Hurry!"  the  woman  shrieked.   I  jumped  on  the  gas  pedal. 

I  didn't  dare  look  in  my  rearview  mirror.   I  could  hear  her 
panting  and  gasping  for  breath.   The  man  was  silent,  but  I 
suspected  that  he  was  looking  at  his  watch.   "Probably  timing 
contractions,"  I  thought.   My  face  and  neck  were  bathed  in  sweat. 

The  first  stoplight  was  a  nightmare. 

"Run  the  yellow!"  he  screamed,  but  I  couldn't  do  it.   Three 
years  of  a  perfect  driving  record  couldn't  go  to  waste  for  her, 
even  if  she  was  about  to  give  birth  in  my  cab. 

"You  idiot!"   she  cursed.   "Ahhhh!" 

"Oh  Lord,"  I  murmured.   "Her  water  has  probably  broken!" 

The  cab  jumped  forward  at  the  first  flash  of  green.   This 
was  really  getting  serious.   I  had  to  get  her  to  the  hospital, 
and  I  had  to  get  her  there  fast.   I  could  hardly  bear  to  look 
at  my  son's  skinned  knees.   I'd  faint  if  I  had  to  deliver  a 
baby! 

A  loud  "Ahhh!"  emanated  from  the  back.   The  sweat  was 
dripping  off  me  now. 

"Why,  why  does  it  have  to  be  six  o'clock?"   I  moaned.   I 
could  see  that  we  were  approaching  the  tail  end  of  a  traffic 
jam.   Without  warning,  I  swerved  down  a  sidestreet. 

"Hey,  you  JERK!"  he  yelled. 

"Sorry  folks,"  I  whimpered.   I  looked  in  the  mirror.   Thank 
God  the  bulge  under  her  coat  was  still  there. 

In  one  unfortunate  moment,  I  realized  the  stupidity  of  my 
haste.   We  were  on  a  one-way  street!   Three  cars  were  rapidly 
converging  on  us. 

"What  the  hell?"   bellowed  a  voice  from  the  back. 

I  swerved  right,  missing  the  first  car  by  inches.   The  next 
car  emitted  a  loud  blast  from  its  horn.   It  swerved  to  avoid  my 
taxi.   But  the  third  vehicle  had  me  very  worried.   It  was  a 
cement  mixer!   This  was  only  a  one  lane  street,  and  one  of  us 
was  going  to  have  to  move.   I  quickly  surmised  that  I  had  two 
choices:   move,  or  become  forever  entombed  in  my  cab. 

"Hold  on!"  I  warned.   The  woman  was  still  screaming,  but  I 
suspected  that  it  was  more  from  fear  than  from  pain. 

I  closed  my  eyes  and  turned  the  wheels  right.  I  also  prayed. 
The  cab  convulsed  as  it  hit  something.  I  wasn't  sure  what  it  was, 
but  when  I  opened  my  eyes,  we  were  on  the  sidewalk. 

"Are  you  crazy?"  the  man  was  hysterically  yelling.   "Please, 
PLEASE  just  get  us  to  the  hospital." 

I  nodded  in  agreement.   Simultaneously,  I  noticed  that  it 
was  raining. 

"Oh  God,"  I  moaned  when  I  looked  in  the  rearview  mirror. _ 
I  realized  what  the  cab  had  hit.   Water  was  spouting  40  feet  into 
the  air!   I  stepped  on  the  gas  pedal  and  turned  the  first  corner. 
I  did  not  look  back. 


Mrs.  What-ever-her-name-was  was  very  pale.   Her  husband  was 
holding  her  in  his  arms.   Finally,  Mercy  Hospital  came  into  view. 
I  was  never  so  glad  to  see  a  hospital  in  my  life.   I  turned  up 
the  drive  to  the  Emergency  Entrance. 

I  stopped  the  car.   He  grabbed  a  wheelchair.   When  he  had 
opened  it,  we  lifted  his  wife  out  of  the  car.   I  noticed  that 
she  was  a  particularly  fat  woman,  even  if  she  was  pregnant.   As 
a  matter  of  fact,  she  was  too  fat  to  fit  in  the  wheelchair!   We 
pushed  and  pulled;  she  wailed  and  groaned,  but  she  just  wouldn't 
fit! 

"Come  on,  come  on,"  he  ordered.   "We  can  walk  uer  inside." 

It  was  like  carrying  ten  sacks  of  potatoes.   My  God,  she 
was  big!   Her  mouth  was  generous  too. 

"Oh,  the  pain!"  she  screeched.   "Oh,  my  poor  body!   I'll 
be  ruined!"   I  chuckled  at  that.   Finally,  much  to  my  delight, 
the  nurses  took  her  away.   He  scurried  after  the  entourage. 

I  reached  into  my  pocket  for  change.   I  needed  a  coffee. 

The  man  returned  in  a  few  minutes. 

"How's  the  baby?"  I  eagerly  inquired. 

"Baby?"  he  smiled  quizzically.   "Oh  yes,  the  baby.   It's 
fine.   We've  named  it  Appendi  Citis."   And  he  turned  and  walked 
down  the  hall. 

Gwen  Hill 


113  -  FR.  ROW  L.  -  k.  -  Sandra  Callender,  Mr.  Kingston,  Janet  Grant,  Marvin  Kuehn ,  Judy  Clarke,  Ursula  Behr, 
Michelle  Bidulka.   2ND  ROW  -  Esther  Grieve,  Nadine  Graham,  Christine  Body,  Cheryl  Hurd ,  Mary  Templeton, 
Robin  McLaren,  Beth  McKelvie,  Ken  Fraser,  Dave  Strong.   B.  ROW  -  Jeff  Crews,  Craig  Kerr,  Paul  Del  Bel  Belluz, 
Beatrice  Kissi,  Cheddie  Warner,  Brian  Marshall,  Phil  Mostert,  Erwin  Bluemke. 


The  Venus  of  Dal 

You  are  poetry  in  motion 

You  are  beauty's  sacred  balance 

Bequeathed  but  few  in  such  quotient 

Graced  by  Aphrodite's  talent 

Cherubic  in  such  pulchritude 

A  surrogate  madonna 

One  venerable  among  multitude 

Benevolence  inherent  of  such  persona. 

Russ  Brice 


114  -  FR.  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Todd  Bryce ,  Scott  Dewar,  Jim  Oneschuk,  Jeff  Coe ,  Mike  Miazga,  Graham  Avery,  Jeff  Kemp, 
Craig  MacAlister,  John  Rouse.   2ND  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Carolyn  Supyk,  Susan  Hunter,  Michael  Clarke,  Marilyn  Walsh, 
Alison  Moffat,  Krystal  Preston,  Enzo  Vincenzetti,  Greg  Best.   B.  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Kennon  Kwan ,  Sandy  Gibson, 
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119  -  FR.  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  John  Salvatore,  Daniel  Dangelo ,  Patrick  Kerr,  Richard  Disimoni,  Shawn  Hewitt.  Mark  Dyment, 
Gus  Azari,  Mr.  Sharma.  2ND  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  King  Sing  Yu ,  Ian  Kennedy,  Kevin  Calzonetti,  Mabel  Leung,  Catherine  Cunningham, 
Christine  Jones,  Audrey  Benner,  Jay  Bodkin.   B.  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  John  Sullivan,  Dwayne  Dawson,  John^Speen,  Richard  Whi,*iey., 
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The  Sense 


You  have  the  sense 
You  can  tell  what  is  going  on  better  than  I  because 
you  knew  before  it  happened. 

^'m  helpless  as  you  explore  my  mind 

All  of  my  thoughts  are  unintentionally  yours 

You  help  yourself  to  my  personal  delicatessen 

For  you  have  the  sense 
And  I  have  no  defense. 
G.H. 
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FIELD   HOCKEY 
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Wait    up! 


GIRLS 


Battling  Broads 
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BOYS  BASKETBALL 


FOOTBALL 


122  -  FR.  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Mrs.  Guenther,  Gerhard  Schumacher,  Lorraine  Quenneville ,  Ellen  Leask ,  Violet  Zolis , 
Lori  Ann  Thackray,  Laura  Culver,  Donna  Chalmers,  Dennis  Booker. 

B.  ROW  -  Chuck  Buttle,  Larry  Roberts,  Eva  Stadus ,  Patty  Omand,  Liz  Krick ,  Katherine  Myos ,  Heather  Gilbank, 
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LYNN 

In  Nature  lies  beauty  that  moves  the  hearts  of  men 
In  her  peaceful  forests  and  seas  of  azure  blue, 
And  yet,  all  of  her  brilliance  is  darkened  when 
Compared  to  that  radiance  that  shines  forth  from  you. 

She  has  oceans,  that  boast  they  are  both  warm  and  clear, 
Whose  beauty  is  foremost  under  all  of  the  sicies, 
And  yet,  in  your  presence,  these  seas  weep  bitter  tears. 
Only  in  your  sparkling  pools  does  such  beauty  lie. 

Her  forests  boast,  with  voices  loud,  that  only  in  their  shade 
Can  anyone  upon  this  earth  find  such  tranquility.  -  . 

Yet  in  your  calming,  soothing  presence,  the  boasts  of  forests  fade 
Ashamed  they  hang  their  heavy  brows;  for  true  peace  lies  in  thee. 

Though  nature  may  have  lit  this  world  long  before  your  birth, 
You're  now  the  sun,  forever  more,  to  shine  upon  this  earth. 

Larry  Dittrich 


123  ER.  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Mr.  Hill,  Dave  Wishart ,  Carole  Gregory .  T-ie  Di-Re  .Helen  Byrne  ^el^Parris , 
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Carol  Morrisson,  Heidi  Ehnert ,  Ron  Faber. 


Warm  Leatherette 


Ernest  rolled  over  and  focused 
his  eyes  on  the  digital  clock  radio 
which  read  7: 35  A.M. 

"Oh,  no",  he  groaned  as  he 
pulled  himself  out  from  under  his 
covers,  "I've  got  a  students'  council 
meeting  at  eight".   He  dressed 
quickly.   No  time  to  shave.   He 
headed  for  the  kitchen,  gulped  down 
a  couple  of  doughnuts  and  chased  them 
down  with  some  orange  juice.   No  time 
to  brush  teeth.   They  won't  rot. 

Ernest  rushed  out  to  his  car. 
He  breathed  in  the  crisp  November 
air.   He  sat  on  the  cold  leatherette, 
placed  one  hand  on  the  frigid  steering 
wheel  and  started  the  car.   No  time 
to  let  it  warm  up.   Have  to  go.   He 
flicked  the  switch  for  the  heater. 
The  car  hesitated  as  he  put  it  in 
drive. 

"C'mon,  baby.   Get  going.   I'm 
in  a  hurry!   C'mon  you  old  beast,  get 
moving!"   The  car  hesitated  again  but 
after  a  few  coughs,  started  slowly 
down  the  road.   Ernest  bent  over  and 
put  a  tape  in  his  cassette  deck. 

"No  time,  gotta'  get  a  watch 

repaired, 
No  time,  haven't  got  a  thing 

to  wear, 
Someone  callin'  me  on  the 
te-le-phone , 
Don't  they  know  I  gotta'  go 

now? '.  " 


Things  had  changed  for  Ernest 
since  that  night.   He  didn't  touch 
a  drop  of  alcohol  and  stayed  away 
from  every  type  of  party.   He 
started  devoting  his  time  to  school. 
He  was  now  in  grade  thirteen, 
getting  good  marks,  working  on  the 
students'  council  and  was  even 
working  ten  hours  a  week  on  a 
part-time  job.   Yes,  he  had 
matured.   His  old  way  of  life  only 
meant  death.   This  new  way  of  life 
he  had  chosen  would  mean  going  to 
university,  entering  the  business 
world  afterwards  and  perhaps 
becoming  a  chairman  of  a  board  of 
directors  someday.   All  this  rushing 
and  hard  work  took  a  lot  out  of  him 
but  it  would  reap  many  profits  and 
rewards . 

Ernest  wove  through  the  traffic 
and  sped  along  an  open  stretch.   The 
engine  roared.   The  tires  hummed. 
The  music  wailed.   His  mind  dreamed. 
A  school  bus  turned  slowly  out  of  a 
sidestreet  up  ahead.   The  engine 
roared.   Tires  screeched,   Children 
screamed.   His  mind  raced.   Glass 
shattered.   Dreams  shattered.   Steel 
crushed  on  impact  with  steel .   Warm 
leatherette  surrounded  him.   Ribs 
crushed  on  impact  with  the  steering 
wheel  ano  *he  remainder  of  the 
dreams  were  put  away  for  ever  with  a 
snap  of  the  neck. 

Art  Flach 


"Shoot!"  cursed  Ernest.   "I 
forgot  my  watch.   Something  always 
goes  wrong  when  I  forget  my  watch. 
No  time  to  go  back,  chough.   I  have 
to  make  that  meeting. " 

A  passing  ambulance  triggered 
the  memory  of  Steve  and  his  tragic 
death  almost  a  year  ago.   It  was  a 
cold  December  night  when  he  and 
Steve  went  to  a  drinking  party, 
which  was  not  uncommon.   They  had 
frequented  many  parties  of  the  sort. 
Steve  drank  too  much  and  insisted  on 
driving  home.   Not  more  than  a  block 
away  he  drove  into  a  pole  at 
sixty-five  miles  an  hour,  killing 
himself  instantly. 


Octopus 


When  I  was  little  I  always  used 
to  think  that  there  was  an  octopus 
under  my  bed.   I  used  to  run  and  jump 
onto  my  bed  each  night  for  fear  that 
(if  I  got  too  close  to  the  edge  of 
the  bed)  he  would  pull  me  under. 
Every  morning  before  I  got  up  I  used 
to  hang  my  head  down  over  the  side  of 
my  bed  and  look  to  see  if  he  was  still 
there.   When  he  wasn't,  I  felt  free 
to  get  up.   If  I  had  to  get  up  during 
the  night  I  crawled  to  the  end  of  my 
bed  and  jumped  to  the  door  which  was 
only  a  few  feet  away.   When  I  came 
back  I  once  again  took  a  running 
dive  onto  the  bed.   My  sister  tried 
to  convince  me  that  there  was  nothing 
there  and  during  the  day  I  believed 
her  because  I  could  see  there  wasn't; 
however,  every  night  he  came  back 
and  I  knew  he  was  waiting  for  me. 


Irene  Ott 


II 


BAND 


I've    got   rhythm 


This  one ' s  for  you  Sweet  Sally 


DEBATING 


WOOD  CARVING 


1.  Each  pronoun  should  agree  with  their  antecedent. 

2.  Just  between  you  and  I,  case  is  important. 

3.  Verbs  has  to  agree  with  their  subjects. 

4 .  Watch  out  for  irregular  verbs  which  have  crope  into 
the  language . 

5.  Don't  use  no  double  negatives.   Not  never. 

6.  A  writer  should  not  shift  your  point  of  view. 

7 .  Don ' t  write  a  run-on  sentence  you  have  got  to  punctuate  it 

8.  About  sentence  fragments. 

9.  In  articles  and  stuff  like  what  we  use  commas  to  keep 
things  apart  without  which  we  would  have  without  doubt 
confusion. 

10.  But,  don't  use,  commas,  which  are  not  necessary. 

11.  Its  important  to  use  you'r  apostrophe's  correctly. 

12.  Don't    abbreviate    unless   nee. 

13.  Check  carefully  to  if  you  any  words  out. 

14.  About  repetition,  the  repetition  of  a  word  is  not  usually 
effective  repetition . 

15.  In  my  opinion,  I  think  that  an  author  when  he  is  writing 
something  should  get  accustomed  to  the  habit  of  not 
making  use  of  too  many  redundant  unnecessary  words  that 
he  does  not  actually  really  need  in  order  to  put  his 
message  across  to  the  reader  of  the  article. 

16.  As  far  as  incomplete  constructions.   They  are  wrong. 

17.  Spe3  correckly! 

18.  Last  but  not  least,  knock  off  the  cliches. 
Liz  Krick 
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124  FR.  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Rick  Tozer,  Tim  Bethune ,  Roger  Stermann ,  Mr.  Ferroni,  Scott  Clark,  Jeff  Weir 
Frank  Campanero,  Kevin  Tsui. 

B.  ROW  -  Karen  Hayhurst,  Shelly  Huss,  Angela  Rocchi ,  Irene  MacFarland,  Egon  Stepita,  Mike  Cooper, 
Natalie  Jaworski ,  Terri  Nicolson,  Nancy  Eves,  Bev.  Cooke. 


Fj  ords 

Looking  through  the  fjords 

In  the  lower  lids  of  my  eyes 

Where  constant  are  the  tears 

For  the  love  she  so  denies 

Looking  through  the  fjords—nothing  to   see  but  deuce 

Looking  through  the  fjords--the  pain  chat  love  produced 

She's  been  away  so  long 
I  look  through  eyes  so  bloodshot 
Th-:y  seem  like  broken  glass 
Because  of  many  a  sleepless  night 
That  time  would  slowly  pass 

Looking  through  the  fjords--my  tears  like  falling  rain 
Looking  through  the  fjords — the  scars  that  still  remain 

She's  been  away  so  long. 

Russ  Brice 


Some  people  never  grow  up. 


126  -  FR.  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Elizabeth  Kalmar,  Mark  Melanson,  Pete  Collins,  Jane  Moyer,  Ian  Dickie,  Joe  Tingle. 
2ND  ROW  -  Anton  Marcano,  Colette  Dean,  Linda  Neske,  Lisa  Mathew ,  Sheila  Riley,  Mary-Beth  Stott,  Sarah  Spadafora, 
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B.  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Jeannette  Hirasawa,  Jan  Augustyn ,  Miss  Uchimaru,  Nada  Brankovic ,  Carol  Crawford,  Diane  Saynor. 


Stopping  Your  Mind 

Singularly  beautiful, 

stopping  your  mind. 
It's  like  a  veil  is  dropped; 

a  barrier  rent , 
And  here  you  are , 
Face  to  face  with  awesome  grandeur: 

Undercurrents  of  Mind. 


152  -  FR.  ROW  L.-K.  -  Craig  McGinlay ,  Tim  Williams,  Tony  Trikas ,  Dan  Pankerican,  Barry  Colbert,  Paul 
B.  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Mr.  McGeorge,  Rick  Sepp,  Roman  Lewczuk,  Jane  Ammerman ,  Sandra  Giles. 


Hawkins . 
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Just   three   more    miles 


It ' s    a   lonely   life 
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VOLLEYBALL 
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,    I'm   great! 
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159  -  FR.  ROW  L.-R.  -  A.  Gerard,  S.  Saunders,  J.  Takaoka,  A.  Suskovs ,  A.  Sofrenovic,  S.  Mulgrue. 
B.  ROW  L.-R.  -  Mr.  Izatt,  T.  Bozi,  R.  Brice. 


The  Policy 


Silent  movie, 


silent  mind 
Thoughts  trapped  of  -i  secret  kind 
No-tell  policy,  kept  inside 
Cannot  help  you;  I  am  denied 

Access 
To  what  hurts  you, 
Stubborn  you  won't  let  me  know 
Instead  I  watch  as  you  seeth  below 
your  countenance . 
G.H. 


203  -  FR.  ROW  L.-R.  -  Kevin  Brewer,  Lloyd  Hitchcock,  Larry  Dittrich ,  Monica  Schmidt,  Marianne  LasKow^i, 
Lorraine  Hannell,  Ruth  Abrahams,  Tony  Deguili,  Phuc  Dao ,  Kevin  Smith. 


18   B.  ROW  L.-R.  -  Ray  Stacey,  Jacob  Koch,  Darren  Sullivan,  Rob  White,  Mr.  Paige 
■Graham  Reid,  Janice  Jones,  John  Billone. 


Dan  McGrattan,  Linas  Pilypaitis, 


205  -  FR.  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Craig  Lewis,  Dave  Moore,  Jim  Betteridge,  Jurgen  Radtke ,  Mike  Spenuk,  Russ  Kawai, 

Mr.  Henderson.   2ND  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Gwen  Wong,  Julie  Groppler,  Juliette  Scarcelli,  Cindy  Cavdek,  Nancy  Kodousek, 

Paul  Klawunn.   B.  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Brian  Jacobsen,  Les  Drysdale,  Dave  Harris,  David  Crouch,  Phil  Watson, 

Bob  Brauschweig,  Mike  Perozak.  Umi  Bozo. 


209  FR.  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Manella  Bergamo,  Jane  Zambon ,  Colleen  Clark,  Stella  Ernst,  Mr.  Allen,  Jenny  Thomas, 
Shannon  Huss ,  Kim  Gray,  Sue  Shaw. 

B.  ROW  -  Janet  Brooker,  Brian  Takayesu,  Brent  Babcock ,  Ed  Koopman ,  Andy  Chui ,  Ian  Whitaker,  Pat  Pontrelli, 
Chris  Koos,  Brian  Ritchie,  John  Del  Fabbro,  Jeff  Fullerton,  Dave  Allen,  Dave  Warren,  Pam  DiCenzo ,  Carol  Maver. 


BADMINTON 


HOCKEY 


Clothes  and  the  Man 

who  knows,  who  knows, 

tomorrow' s  clothes? 

in  a ^ pile  precise,  so  stiff,  so  tight 

to  fit  the  arms  that  ever  grasp 

and  guide  the  steps  until  the  last 

the  legs  that  dance 

a  firm  new  beat 

and  suit  to  kick 

some  less  fine  seat 

enough,  enough, 

of  starchy  stuff! 

this  yarn  doesn't  pull,  and  wears  like  wool 

to  scratch  the  man  who's  dressed  within 

who  wraps  himself  to  use  the  skin 

to  feel  by  chance 

his   heart's    true    beat 

a  lovely  trick 

if  not  quite  neat 


who  knows, 
tomorrow' s 


David  Law 


who  knows , 
clothes? 
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Close   second! 


Go  Bananas 


Good  Form 


If  the  tire  fits 
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211  -  FR.  ROW  L.-R.   Kevin  Hashimoto,  Vern  McCrory,  Joanne  Ciancone ,  Angela  Smith,  Sean  Fleming,  Linda  Bridgehouse , 
David  Whipp,  Paul  Kaufman.   2ND  ROW  L.-R.  -  Susan  Simpson,  Payge  Mclntyre ,  Dave  Turner,  Paul  Beattie ,  Andrea  John, 
Mr.  McLellan,  Sam  Hughes,  Janet  Stewart.   B.  ROW  L.-R.  -  Carol  Wagner,  Sandra  Bond,  John  Studer,  Jim  Salt, 
Alex  Vucicevic,  Henry  Vanderbeek,  Mark  Boag. 


The  Swings  of  Time 

For  me , 

The  swings  of  time 
Have  ceased  swaying, 
Back  and  forth , 
Back  and  forth. 

Motionless,  they  await, 

Anxiously  await, 

Another  rider 

To  give  a  little  joy  to, 

But  then  to  throw  away  quickly, 

Coldly,  sternly. 

The  fall 

Pains  my  heart 

But  quenches  the  thirst 

Of  my  soul. 

U.M. 


213   -  FK.  kuw  L.-K.  -  Inez  Jones,  Felicia  Scanlon,  Maria  Marazia,  Upender  Mehan ,  ineresa  »owe  1 ,  Winnie  Cho, 
Sue  McLean,  Kerry  Yoshitomi.   2ND  ROW  -  Steve  Boyaj ian ,  Jennie  Yoon ,  Susan  Murray,  Carolyn  Pesola ,  Kathy  Daisl 
on  Karen  Stawarsky,  Sue  Brown,  Dee  Dow,  Mary  Rallis ,  Karen  Wynne,  Mr.  Kay.   B.  ROW  L.  -  R  -  Mike  bzakszon, 
>     Joe  Lament,  Donovan  Smikle ,  Paul  Goodbrand,  Tom  Alexander,  Jim  Totton ,  Jim  Mackiewicz ,  Bob  Boyd. 


ey, 


Jackie. Kavanagh,  Ron  Fleischnan"*  B?'r5^^^  llltT^    ^ 

Mike  Zivolak,  Mike  Knezivic ,  Bill  Kin*,  Scott  MacDonald,  Brian  O'Donnell  '    <*  Peterson " 


The  Jar 

silver  hands,  ballooning  sands 
in  a  whistling  fire  fine 
Her  jar  of  tears,  a  different  cast 
than  the  jar  where  I  raise  mine 

so  noble  craftsman,  frame  me  hard 
in  a  sheet  of  steel  blue  flame 
the  jar  I  clasp  is  cracked  and  shard, 
yet  still  it  holds  her  name 

better  on  panes  of  jagged  slice 

to  bleed  until  still  white, 

than  see  time's  sands  burned  swift  to  ice 

as  on  that  jarring  night. 

David  Law 


Two  heads  are  better  than  three. 


219  -  FR.  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Devon  Dunn,  Dale  Leslie,  Nanci  Evans,  Alison  Delieveseley ,  John  Pihlak,  Cindy  Stowe , 
Pam  Knight,  Gerry  Miklos . 

B.  ROW  -'Mr.  Donat,  Dave  Brunning,  Chiara  Vincelli,  Kathy  Bereza,  Mike  Rice,  Brian  Uchida ,  Miriam  Cooper, 
Tim  Lapp. 
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SOCIAL 


COMMITTEE 


** 


CHESS  CLUB 


DRAMA 


SKI  TEAM 


WATERPOLO 
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225  FR.  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Kyle  Taylor,  Kevin  Beda,  Peter  Legg. 


B.  ROW  -  Jody  Gerrie ,  Joanne  D'Alessio,  Susan  Bond,  Becky  Dorman ,  Mr.  Mak,  Rhona  Shaw,  Jennifer  Ward, 
Mylene  Vulker,  Patti  Hitzroth,  Janice  Thompson,  Donna  Radia. 


Dying  Days 

Nor  the  stars  in  the  sky 
or  the  fears  in  your  eyes 

Nor  the  ragged  face  in  the  looking  glass 
or  the  slipping  sand  in  my  hourglass 

Nor  the  heart  hanging  on  your  sleeve 
or  the  heart  that  says  you  need  me 

Nor  the  world  collapsing  all  around 
that  embraces  me  without  a  sound 

Nor  visions  of  the  future  in  my  mind 

can  stir  me. 
G.H. 


Sometimes  school  is  a  big  joke. 
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226  FR.  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Craig  Andrews,  Gary  Fillmore,  Brenda  Brown,  Ian  Ross,  Carol  Shea,  Natalie  Gaik,  Dorothy  Cook, 
Linda  Pompilii,  Mrs.  Mallard,  Janet  Storey,  Linda  Myers,  Colleen  Zinck ,  Heather  Millard,  Kevin  Ligntfoot, 
Geoff  Nakamura,  Gary  Laufman,  Doug  Brown,  Carinne  De  Spaey,  Susan  McCluskey,  Art  Flack. 
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23t  -  FR.  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Kathy  Prosser,  Aneeta  Jain,  Sue  Vattay,  Ian  Smith,  Raj  Jadon,  Stephanie  Burke,' 
Sheila  Stewart,  Christina  Delulio.   2ND  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Iain  Harper,  Karen  Green,  Henry  Roukema,  Raffy  DePalma, 
Mr.  MacFarlane,  Laurene  Cameron,  Jenn  Post,  Frida  Zolis,  Joanne  Ciancone.   B.  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Ambrose  Zychovicz, 
Barb  Tucker,  Cam  Thomas,  David  Law,  Hans  Bierno,  John  Studer,  Bruce  Ryan. 


Sky  Bounce 

somedays,  in  light 

the  sky  is  a  grand  blue  trampoline  for  my  heart 

I  jump,  I  bound,  I'm  up 

I ' m  down , 

and  the  sky's  my  firm  grey  shroud 

somedays,  it  seems 

you  sail  on  high  just  to  reach  the  deep. 

David  Law 


I  wish  this  guy  would  shut  up. 


2  36  -  FR.  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Bernadette  Gallant,  Cindy  Hourigan ,  Mardie  Bradley,  Laurie  Richardson,  Ramona  Kvedaras , 
Elaine  Norkus ,  Karen  Price.   2ND  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Marg  Scime,  Lesley  James,  Sandra  Rocco ,  Lorraine  Infanti, 
Mara  Svikis ,  Marilyn  Head,  Joanne  Morgan,  Kelly  Ronalds,  Mrs.  Andrews.   B.  ROW  L.  -  R.  -  Scott  Brandreth, 
Danny  Halls,  Sean  Noonan  ,  Gregg  Price,  Calvin  Nishimoto,  Richard  Barnett ,  Mervyn  Chnssley. 
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Renewal 

The  butterfly  fluttered, 

Teasing  me.   Reminding  me 

of  my  dreams  of  freedom  and  love. 

The  snow  spiralled  down 
Enthralling  me.   Then  encasing  me 
in  bitterness  of  cold,  lost  love. 

And  the  butterfly  lay 

Frozen  and  still.   ,Just  a  memory 

of  graceful  wings  and  fleeting  love. 

But  then 

The -sun  splashed  down 

Carefree  and  wild,  throwing  life 

To  my  dead  butterfly 

And  it  feebly  rose,  and  learned  to  fly 
again . 

Susan  Bond. 
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VICTORY 

It  started  to  drizzle  again.   Hans  plodded  his  way  through 
the  wet  sand.   It  had  been  a  hard  day.   Working  for  Uncle  Gerrit 
was  not  as  easy  as  it  had  seemed  at  first.   The  fellow  who  used 
to  work  at  the  farm  was  now  in  the  northern  part  of  the  country, 
building  blockades.   Uncle  Gerrit  had  asked  Hans  to  help  at  the' 
farm,  as  Hans  was  too  young  to  join  the  army. 

As  he  topped  a  dune,  Hans  could  see  the  mist  rising  from  the 
dells  round  about.   The  path  snaked  ahead  of  him  to  the  town 
where  Hans  lived.   It  was  a  long  walk,  but  Hans  liked  the  dunes. 
But  today  he  was  wet  and  cold.   Hans'  feet  slipped  as  he  trudged 
over  the  waves  of  sand.   Yesterday  the  sun  was  out;  the  sand  had 
glistened  and  was  hot.   Today,  it  was  soggy  and  dark.   Not  a 
sound  was  heard  but  the  hiss  of  the  rain. 

Suddenly  he  heard  low  voices  ahead  of  him.   Hans  stopped 
in  his  tracks.   Soldiers!   Hans  could  tell  by  their  voices  that 
they  were  Germans.   He  could  see  their  helmets  bobbing  up  and 
down,  but  it  was  too  late  to  hide. 


"Halt!"   said  one  of  the  soldiers  to  Hans, 
doing  here?"  asked  the  leader  in  broken  Dutch. 


"What  are  you 


"I...  I...  am  going  home  from  the  farm  where  I  work," 
stammered  Hans,  white-faced.   The  three  soldiers  were  ominous- 
looking  with  their  guns  and  heavy  equipment. 

For  a  moment  the  three  soldiers  conversed  in  German,  and 
Hans  could  catch  little  of  what  was  being  said.   "Go  straight 
home,  and  do  not  say  a  word  about  seeing  us.   If  you  do  we  will 
shoot  you! " 

Hans'  only  answer  to  that  command  could  be:   "Yes,  sir." 

Hans  turned  down  the  path,  walking  quickly.   Then  he 
started  to  run.   Thoughts  raced  through  his  mind.   "What 
were  those  soldiers  doing  there?   What  would  they  do  if  I 
told  father  and  mother?   Would  they  shoot  me? 

Hans  was  frightened.   When  he  came  to  the  house,  his 
face  was  still  white,  and  Hans'  mother  asked  whether  he 
were  sick.   "Oh  no,"  replied  Hans,  "I'm  just  tired." 

Hans  ate  his  supper  in  silence.   He  was  too  preoccupied  to 
say  anything.   "Would  I  be  brave  enough  to  tell  father  of  the 
Germans?"  thought  Hans  to  himself. 

Finally  he  forced  it  out  of  himself,  and  told  his  father 
the  whole  episode. 

The  night  was  cold,  but  it  had  stopped  raining.   Hans, 
his  father,  and  neighbour  Jansens  walked  down  the  path  together. 
Hans  felt  secure  beside  his  father,  who  had  taken  two  guns 
from  the  shelf  in  his  bedroom  before  they  had  left.   Mr.  Jansens 
was  an  experienced  agent  for  the  Underground.   Ahead  was  the 
fire  from  the  German  campsite.   Hans  was  ready,  for  he  had 
already  gained  the  victory. 


Ron  Faber 


German  Contest: 


Sean  Fleming  -  5th  Reg. ;  Ian  Ross  -  1st  Reg. ;  Jim  Hyslop  -  3rd  Reg. ; 

Irene  Ott  -  3rd  Spec.  A;  Susan  Ashcroft  -  9th  Reg. ;  Mark  Amorosi  -  4th  Reg. ; 

Chris  Koos ;  Annette  Gerard. 


Want   some? 


I    love   roe   tool 


Gosh   T  '  m  great  .' 
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L.  -  R.   Susan  Ashcroft,  Donna  Loucks ,  Cathy  Douglas,  Sue  Mazzon,  Karen  Hakenberg,  Irene  Ott,  Sarah  Cornett , 
Tuan  Dinh,  Don  Beanland,  Grant  Sojnocki,  Suzanne  Weisbrod,  Moyra  Peacock,  Carolyn  Warrick,  Sue  Mogford, 
Susan  McCrory,  Cathy  Boles,  Carla  McLennan,  Valerie  Puttenham,  Rose  Nangle ,  Mrs.  Dodson,  Mrs.  Hunter. 


One  of  Mr.  McFarlane's  better  lessons 


CAPTMN 


Lonely,  lonely,  lonely 
I  sit,  like  a  rock, 
By  the  fierce  fire 

I  am  engulfed 

By  aged  reminiscences 

whoever  declared 

memories  sweet? 

I  can  only  taste  bitterness. 

A  lifelong  friendship 
It  was  meant  to  be 
Infrangible , 
By  any  means. 

But  birds  must  fly 
Elsewhere , 

When  one  home  becomes 
Inadequate , 
Deficient  of  food. 

And  so , 

The  eagle  flew 

Away  from  me. 

Its  eyes  stalking 

Power 

And  finding 

Vanity 

I  watched  from  the  earth 
Helpless ,  forlorn , 
But  I  could  not  follow 

The  eagle,  perhaps 

Has  landed, 

Or  fallen 

I  do  not  know 

But  I  remain 

Whispering  to  the  dark  image 

Upon  the  wall 

Starved  for  companionship. 

U.M. 


my  better  side 
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Your  crown ,  sir. 


Oh,  no  I  won't. 


u 

D 

£ 
N 


O 

u 

N 


A  thinker  at  work. 
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Wake   me    later. 


Why   me? 


i  ~.  . 
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Left  Behind 


Desperate,  lonely  wishes  in  the  dark, 

Won't  change  the  empty  place  beside  me 
Where  you  should  be. 

And  hopeless,  wasted  tears  in  the  dead  of  night, 
Won't  return  your  love  to  me 
From  wherever  you  are. 

Angry  broken  prayers  in  empty  corners , 
Only  remind  me  of  the  pain 
Because  you  have  gone 

Desolate,  wasted  searching  each  night 
Won't  make  you  be  waiting  for  me. 
You  have  left 

And  all  seems  forlorn  and  fruitless. 

There  is  nothing  -  except  the  glimmer  of  a  light 
Burned  deem  in  my  heart. 

Susan  Bond 


Glass 

Silvery  sparkled  distortions  encased  in  glittering  glass, 
The  image  returns  fragmented  -  the  gentleness  is  brass. 
I  raise  my  hand  towards  you  and  draw  back  -  the  glass  is  cold 
As  ice,  as  hard  as  stone,  and  you  wait  in  time,  growing  old. 

I  see  you  beckoning  in  the  brilliant  sun 
Calling  my  life  of  ice  a  liar 
I  stand  barren  with  a  frozen  heart 
While  your'e  consumed  by  fire. 

Susan  Bond 


HI 


SWIM  TEAM 


Erwin  Bluemke: 
Jakob  Koch: 
Jenny  Thomas : 


1st  5  0  yd.  Freestyle 
4th  50  yd.  Butterfly 

2nd  50  yd.  Backstroke 
5th  50  yd.  Freestyle 

1st  100  yd-  Breaststroke 
1st  50  yd.  Breaststroke 
2nd  200  yd.  I.M. 


Boys  Relay  Team:   2nd   Mike  Clarke 
Jakob  Koch 
Peter  Legg 
Frwin  Bluemke 


The  Brother 

What  you  cannot  say  I  understand . 

I  can  read  your  eyes,  your  mind,  your  body, 

then  I  become  totally  in  love  with  you  and  I 

fill  with  rage  and  hate  towards  anyone  who 

could  suggest  locking  you  away  from  me. 

They  would  be  robbing  the  world  of  a  person  whc 

laughs  and  crys  and  loves  and  understands 

what  I  cannot  say  to  you. 

Sues 


CHEERLEADERS 


FITNESS 


NEWSPAPER 


~> 


Sleeping  with  a  Dog 

Well  I'll  tell  ya--you're  no  prince  and  you  need  a  haircut: 

And  that  yellowed  thing  you  call  a  beard  annoys  me. 

Your  nails  need  to  be  clipped  and  I  wish  just  once 

you  would  wash  behind  your  ears. 

Sometimes  when  you  gulp  your  food  I  think  I  will  die, 

but  I  know  our  love  will  never  end. 

Your  whiskers  make  me  giggle  as  we  lie  together 

and  the  warm  touch  on  my  neck  really  sends  me: 

But  that  gainsburger  breath  has  got  to  go. 

Sues 
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FOOLISH  FOLIAGE 

As  the  early  morning  sun  shone 
through  the  store  window,  the  shadow 
of  painted  letters  on  glass  was  clearly 
cast  upon  the  pale  concrete  floor.   The 
sign  read  Flora's  Plant  Shop. 

"Mabel,  Mabel,"  whispered  Penelope, 
"wake  up  Mabel.   The  sun  has  arrived." 

At  these  words ,  Mabel  perked  her 
sassy  little  leaves  towards  the  window. 

"Ah!"  she  exclaimed  in  delight. 
"The  morning  sun  does  wonders  for  us, 
doesn't  it,  Penelope?" 

"Indeed  it  does.   I  feel  good  clear 
down  to  my  roots,  I  do.   Don't  you  think 
my  foliage  is  looking  particularly 
lovely  today?" 

"Oh  yes,  yes,"  agreed  Mabel 
impatiently.   "How  about  me?"  she  asked 
eagerly.   "How  do  I  look?" 

"Well,  actually  Mabel  dear,  I  think 
you  could  use  a  good  clipping,"  criticized 
Penelope. 

"Yes ,  Penelope ,  I  can  always  depend 
on  you  for  criticism! "  snapped  Mabel . 

"Now,  now  Mabel,  I  realize  that 
you've  just  wakened,  but  really,  let's 
not  begin  such  a  beautiful  day  by  acting 
jumpy,  all  right?   Besides,  you  didn't 
was  going  to  comment 
That  ribbon  does  suit 
Pink  is  definitely 


let  me  finish, 
on  your  planter, 
you,  oh  so  well, 
your  colour. " 


With  this  compliment,  it  wasn't 
long  before  Mabel  forgot  Penelope's 
critical  words.   Neither  plant  worried 
intensely  about  getting  sufficient  water 
and _ sunlight  but  oddly  enough,  both 
thrived  on  receiving  compliments,  whether 
they  came  from  their  own  green  counter- 
parts or  from  human  beings  flattery. 

"Do  you  suppose  someone  will  buy 
either  one  of  us  today  Penelope?" 
wondered  Mabel.   "Lately  most  of  the 
customers  have  been  purchasing  those 
bizarre  coloured,  artificial  creatures, 
in  which  I  see  absolutely  no  purpose." 

"Well  dear,  the  best  thing  to  do  is 
think  optimistically.   On  such  a  fine  day 


how  can  anyone  help  but  look  any  other 
way  than  on   he  sunny  side  of  things," 
encouraged  Penelope.   "Quickly,  quickly, 
Mabel,  look  out  the  window;  here  comes 
Flora!"   Penelope  said  excitedly. 

Flora  Potter  was  an  older  woman, 
approximately  in  her  mid-fifties.   She 
was  a  slim,  gracefully  moving  woman,  who 
always  wore  brightly-coloured  clothing 
and  kept  her  hair  -  which  she  had  let 
grey  naturally  -  braided,  then  neatly 
folded  upward  and  pinned  at  the  top  of 
her  head. 


As  Flora  inserted 
brass  lock  of  the  wood 
door,  both  Penelope  an 
that  with  her  left  arm 
narrow  rectangular  box 
wide  and  five  inches  h 
the  shop  didn't  open  t 
Flora  made  it  a  point 
eight  in  order  to  prep 
before  opening  the  sto 


the  key  into  the 
en-framed,  glass 
d  Mabel  observed 
Flora  clung  to  a 

about  three  inches 
igh .   Even  though 
ill  nine  a.m. , 
to  be  there  at 
are  everything 
re . 


Closing  the  heavy  door  gently  behind 
her,  Flora  entered  the  fragrant  shop  and 
placed  the  box  upon  the  counter  next  to 
the  cash  register.   She  then  removed  a 
small  flat  case  from  her  purse,  pulled 
out  her  horn-rimmed  glasses  and  proceeded 
to  the  back  room. 

"I  wonder  what's  in  that  box?"  asked 
Mabel  curiously. 

Approximately  five  minutes  later, 
Flora  returned  with  watering  can  in  hand, 
attired  in  a  pale  blue  smock,  her  glasses 
hanging  by  small  beads  around  her  neck. 

"Good  morning  my  friends,"  Flora 
greeted  her  plants  cheerfully.   "Oh  my 
lovely  azaleas,  I  believe  I  shall  begin 
with  you  this  morning. " 

She  gently  tilted  the  watering  can 
and  showered  them  with  silvery  droplets. 
Flora  then  proceeded  to  water  the  begonias 
and  in  turn  the  remainder  of  the  flowering 
plants.   She  then  walked  over  to  Mabel  and 
Penelope,  rotated  Mabel,  pondered  for  a 
moment,  then  spoke. 

"Yes,  my  darling  baby's  tear,  you 
could  use  a  good  trimming." 

She  turned,  and  headed  for  the  back 
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room  to  fetch  her  clippers. 

"I  told  you  so,"  said  Penelope  with 
smug  satisfaction. 

Mabel,  now  feeling  totally  humil- 
iated, sensed  some  of  her  tiny  leaves 
droop  slightly  as  she  helplessly  sub- 
mitted to  the  clipping. 

"There  now,"  Flora  sighed  in  relief 
as  she  removed  the  last,  limp,  leaf- 
covered  strand. 

After  spraying  the  pair,  Flora  stood 
back  and  admired  the  rounded  fullness  of 
the  plants.   Their  appearance  often 
reminded  her  of  a  tight-curly,  freshly 
permed  hairdo.   Lovely  to  look  at  Flora 
thought , , but  I  wish  I  didn't  have  to 
fuss  over  them  so  much. 

As  Flora  made  her  rounds  attending 
to  each  section  of  plants  in  the  store, 
her  final  trip  was  to  check  the 
succulents.   Before  examining  them, 
Flora  went  to  the  counter  and  opened 
the  small  cardboard  box.   It  contained 
a  furry  little  cactus  about  two  inches 
high.   She  took  it  over  to  the  succulent 
area  and  set  it  down  beside  the  other 
cacti.   Immediately  upon  seeing  the 
newest  member  of  the  succulent  group, 
Mabel  and  Penelope  began  their  babbling 
once  again. 

"Another  succulent.'"  Mabel  said 
disgustedly.   "Good  greenery.'   I  fail  to 
see  any  attractiveness  in  those  beastly 
looking  plants.   They're  so  thick  and 
fleshy  and  clumsy  looking.   Some  of  them 
even  have  those  revolting  needles  all 
over  them!   I  just  can't  understand  why 
they  sell  so  quickly,"  stated  Mabel 
perplexed. 

At  that  moment  a  regular  customer 
of  Flora's  entered  the  shop. 

"Good  morning  Mrs.  Burbridge," 
greeted  Flora,  "and  what  can  I  do  for 
you  today?" 

"Actually  Flora,  I'm  looking  for  a 
small  plant  for  the  new  antique  table 
I've  bought  for  my  sitting  room," 
explained  Mrs.  Burbridge. 

Mrs.  Burbridge  then  caught  sight 
of  the  baby's  tears  and  clasped  her 


hands  together  in  delight. 

"Oh  how  exquisitely  delicate'."  she 
marvelled.   "They're  perfect." 

"Did  you  hear  that  Penelope?   She 
wants  us . " 

"Correction  Mabel,  she  wants  one 
of  us,"  Penelope  stated  haughtily 
while  pompously  stiffening  her  profile. 

Naturally,  the  two  began  to 
quibble  about  which  one  would  be 
victorious  in  gaining  Mrs .  Burbridge ' s 
approval . 

While  the  two  baby's  tears  were 
obsessed  with  their  quarrelling,  they 
failed  to  overhear  Flora  advising 
Mrs.  Burbridge  that  her  choice  would 
not  be  wise.   Because  she  had  told 
Flora  that  her  sitting  room  had  a 
southeastern  exposure,  Flora  imme- 
diately explained  that  the  baby's 
tears  were  too  sensitive  for  such 
intense  sunlight  and  a  cactus  would 
be  much  more  appropriate.   So, 
Mrs.  Burbridge  proceeded  to  look 
over  the  succulents  and  the  little 
fury  cactus  which  was  brought  in  that 
very  day,  caught  her  eye. 

"Oh  I'll  take  this  one  Flora; 
it ' s  darling. " 

While  Flora  was  carefully 
wrapping  the  little  plant,  she 
explained  to  Mrs.  Burbridge  that  this 
succulent  needed  only  a  minimal  amount 
of  care  and  that  it  grew  ever  so 
slowly.   Therefore  it  would  remain  a 
perfect  sized  decoration  for  her  table. 

Mrs.  Burbridge  strode  out  of  the 
store  proudly  with  her  new  possession 
and  it  wasn't  until  the  door  slammed 
that  Mabel  and  Penelope ' s  argument 
stopped  dead.   It  suddenly  occurred 
to  them  that  Mrs .  Burbridge  was  gone 
and  so  was  the  fury  little  cactus. 

After  Flora  had  left  that  evening, 
the  two  plants  remained  in  silence  for 
hours  and  as  they  watched  the  sun  melt 
from  the  evening  sky,  Mabel  turned  to 
Penelope  "I  do  think  a  new  ribbon 
should  do  the  trick." 

Ramona  Kvedaras 
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The  Garden 

In  our  heads  , 

around  our  minds , 
is  this  wall: 
A  wall  of  neurotic  fears  and  doubts 

Thoughts  and  worries. 
Behind  the  wall, 

we  fear  the  beyond, 
the  outside : 
The  other  side  is  madness. 

But  having  broken  through, 
we  find  not  madness, 
but  a  delicate  garden 

of  intensely  beautiful  things. 
All  ioin  together 

to  sing  and  dance: 
There  is  nothing  to  worry  about. 

In  the  garden  of  our  heads, 
we  are  whole, 
and  at  home . 
We  see  the  garden  has  no  walls. 
In  a  far  part  of  it , 

tucked  away  with  compassion, 
Is  the  walled  fortress  of  neurosis 

And  steadily  the  fortress  walls  are  crumbling. 

I  have  been  in  the  fortress, 

looking  out  over  the  garden. 
I  see  as  if  through  a  glass  that  dulls  and  distorts, 

for  the  garden's  -joys  and  wonders 
seem  as  bizarre  aberrations, 

The  delirium  of  a  mind  gone  too  far. 

But  no,  this  is  not  so! 
Know  the  truth!   And  be  free... 
The  fortress  \s  a  fortress 
to  protect  its  inner  core 
of  fearful  darkness; 
To  protect  it  from  the  loving  light, 
the  golden  luminosity, 

that  suffuses  the  garden  tranquil. 

Brett  Mart ell 
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